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BATTLE     OF     BUSSACO

Sketch of Bussaco, 27th September, 1810.
a brigade commander, who dwelt on the strength of the position,
that he had seen many stronger. He did not believe that the
Portuguese could fight, and he still thought that Hill and Leith,
outmanoeuvred by Reynier's rapid march to the north, were far away
in Alemtejo. The sharp edge of the ridge concealed the British
regiments from his eyes and its great height placed them beyond
the range of his field guns. But he knew the power and elan of his
soldiers in attack and he had enjoyed too many victories over the
veteran armies of the Continent to doubt the ability of his 62,000
to overwhelm 20,000 British. Four weak divisions, which were all
he supposed before him, could not withstand three army corps. "I
cannot persuade myself/1 he remarked, " that Lord Wellington will
risk the-loss of a reputation by giving battle, but if he does, I have
him ! To-morrow we shall effect the conquest of Portugal, and in
a few days I shall drown the leopard."
That night the French bivouac fires twinkled from a thousand
points in the foothills in front of the ridge ; it seemed as if Massena
was trying to frighten his foe off the hilltop by the size of his host.
The British, concealed among the cedars and pinewoods of the
western slopes, encamped in darkness. Here a young Scottish
gentleman, travelling all day from Oporto to Lisbon through a wild and
deserted countryside, heard at the entrance of a glen the strains of
" The Garb of Old Gaul " played by a bagpipe and a moment later
found himself in the quarters of a Highland regiment.1 The men
slept in order of battle, quiet as the grave, every man with his
firelock in his grasp. Their Commander-in-Chief took his rest
among them wrapped in his cloak.
1 When day broke a cold autumnal mist lay over the hillside.
1 Scott, II, 403.   He fought by their side next day as a volunteer.